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through the customs and within half-an-hour I was
settled down in my hotel.

Everything around me appeared strange and
new! People spoke in strange accent, unfamiliar
words fell on my ears, new contrivances met my
eyes, and it was in a half-bewildered state of mind
that I found myself walking in the streets that night.
I had not proceeded far when I was surprised to
notice the extremely flourishing state of Montreal,
its fine well-built roads, its tall, solidly built build-
ings, its rush of tramcars and carriages and its
public parks and places of amusement crowded with
men and women. That night my mind was too full
of new ideas to get anything like sound sleep, but
what made it impossible to have any sleep at all
was that somewhere in the vicinity of my hotel there
were infernal bells going on at regular intervals all
night. As I was told on board that this part of
Canada was priest-ridden and Roman Catholicism
was still going strong among the old French settlers,
I naturally took the bells to be church bells and
thought the priests were carrying their joke a little
too far in making the Montrealeans manifest their
religious ardour all night long, However, on in-
quiring next morning I found to my great amuse-
ment that they were really locomotive bells which
the law compelled the driver to ring on entering a
railway station.

As I intended planning my American tour with the
help of my friend, I passed my first week in America
at Montreal awaiting his arrival from San Francisco,
where he had gone to attend the Mazdaznan Gahan-